The Tragedy of Ham\c<, 

Nay, do not thinke I flatter, 

For what advancement may I hope from thee 

That fto teuenew baft but thy good Ipirits 

To feede and clohthe thee, why fhould the poore be fiattred? 

No, let the candied tongue lick obfurd pompe. 

And crookc thc'pregnant hinges of the knee 
Where thrift may follow fanning, dooft thou hear e, 

*Sirttc my'deere foule was miftrfs of her choyce, 

And could of men dirtiriguifh her elc&ion 
S hath feald chcefor her fdfe, for thou haftbeene 
Asonein buffering all that fuffers nothing, 

A-man chat Fortunes buffets and rewards 

Haft- tan e with equall thankes ■ and blcft are thofe 

Whole blond and judgement are fowell comedled, 

That they are hot a pipe for Fortunes finger 







Aside* thee. Torrtethihg cd&'ihiicFfoPt^is, 1 
There is a play to night %>ef (ord^mf 
One feene ofic comes ncere the circumftancc i! r . ' 

Which I hauei told i thee djyfiithewdirathi ; 

I prethte wHeH thoilTeeft tfiaf a footed 03 1 6 ’ - • • 

Euen with the very comment of thy foule 
Obferue my Vncle, if his occulted guilt 
Doenotitfelfevnkennillinonefpecch, > 

It is a damned Ghoft that wee haue feene. 

And my imaginations are as foule 
As Vulcans ftithy ; giue him heedful! note 
For I mine eyes will riuet to his face. 

And after wee will both our iudgeraents ioyne . 

In cenfure of his feem-ng. 

WeKOy Lbrit- 1 »»(.>' iwls ; q •* k “ 1 ; > : ““ 

Ifa ftcalc ought the whilft this play is playing {Tl 4 

And feape detefted^TvVill pay the theft. 
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.vcfi jur-w 

, ISfplOu 

Enter trumpet t fart'd Kittle 'Drurkrhcs t fcihif , Qfaberte, 

Poloni'tsfbftMb: '• * r r V ' 

Warn. They are comming to the play; I muft be idle, ^ 


How fares our coufin Hamlet ? 

Want. Excellent yfaith. 

Of the Camelion* di(h,I eate the ayre, 
n mif.cratn’d,you cannot feede Capons fo. 

^ { °Kt»Z- 1 haue not ^ in § wit ^ l ^ is aun ^ vvcr 
Thefe words are not mine. 

Bam. No, nor mine now my Lord, ' 

l^'l dfd “na« was tild i’th Capital!, 

Sl Z'mlt was a brute part of h.m to kill fo Capital! a calf, there. 

Bethe Players ready’ ; 

Rof. I my Lord, they flay vpon your patience. 

Ger Come hether my deare Hamlet fit by me. 

Ham. No good mother heere’s mettle more attraaiue. 

Tel. O.oh.doe you matke that. 

Bam. Lady Ihall 1 lie in your lap? 

Ophe. No my Lord. 

H am. Doe you thinke I meant country matters? 

Ophe. I thinke nothing my Lord. 

Ham. That’s a faire thought to lye betweene maydes legs. 

Ophe. What is my Lord? 

H am. Nothing. 

Ophe. You are merry my Lord. 

Ham. Who Ir 

Ham. C)God!vour onely Iigge-maker,what flioutd a man do but 
be merry, for looke you how cheerfully my Mother lookes, and my 
father died within’s two howres. 

Ophe. Nay.tis twice two months my Lord. 

Ham . So long.nay then let the diuell wearc blacke.for He haue a 
fute offablesjO heauens,die two months ago and not forgotten yet, 
then there’s hope a great mans memory may out-liue his hte nal c a 
yeare, but ber Lady a muft build Churches then, or el fe ihall ajutier 
not thinking on , with the Hobby-horfc,whofc Epitaph is, tor O, or 
0,thehobby-horfe is forgot. £ r 
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